

Preview:

“Lay down,” Kennedy urged, pushing Benjy over towards the bed. “I wanna ride you.”

Obediently, Benjy allowed himself to be pushed onto his back, his heart beating out of his chest from the sheer excitement of the situation. His cock throbbed beneath his white briefs, slightly sodden with urine already, and he noted that as Kennedy climbed onto the bed, it rustled. Plastic sheets.

Benjy had no more time to consider the practicalities of the situation, however, because suddenly Kennedy’s sodden crotch was grinding against his cock through the thin cotton of their underwear. Her wet panties left little damp spots along his cotton-covered shaft, straining against the material, and Benjy moaned as Kennedy pressed herself down a little harder, watching his expression as he closed his eyes, absorbed in the feeling.

“Do you want this naughty girl to potty herself right on you?” she asked, biting her lip as her hips slid back and forth, trembling as she felt the urge growing more intense. “I-I think I’m going to have an accident..”

***

Kennedy Kix SOAKS her Valentine!

In the crowded restaurant, Kennedy smirked at the man sitting across from her, twirling her long, straight mousy brown hair as she gently nudged Benjy’s foot with her own.

She’d met the tall, dark, handsome young man in the park a while ago, while walking her dog, Cookie. Like always, she’d been wetting herself heavily, and when Benjy caught her, she’d been caught between embarrassment and intense arousal, immediately running off to touch herself behind a public toilet.

Usually people were shocked and flustered to see Kennedy with wet pants, and Benjy was no exception. The difference was, he seemed to be more attracted to Kennedy once he’d seen her soaking wetness, and she’d left him to get back to his friends with a flirty wink.

Kennedy had seen Benjy a few times since then, always with friends, and she’d never gotten his number - it was just fun to run by in her sodden clothes, maybe shake her rear a little at him, stick out her tongue. They had a semi flirty relationship, and he would always wave slightly when he saw her, shyly smiling. She never had the opportunity to really talk to him, but one day he happened to be in the park on his own.

***

Kennedy had already taken Cookie out that morning, so she was alone as she jogged around the park. She’d already wet herself a few times, the dampness less visible in her clingy black shorts, and she grinned at the feeling of the cooling wetness between her thighs.

She hadn’t really noticed Benjy sitting on a bench as she ran past, but she heard his voice calling to her.

“H-hey! Girl,” he called, and Kennedy slowed. “Girl who uh… pees herself.”

Kennedy turned around, smirking slightly as she walked back over, covered in a thin sheen of sweat, breathing a little heavily. She could see the man blushing as she approached, and that only made her gigglier and bouncier. He was really cute, she’d been right before.

“Benjy, right?” Kennedy said, smiling broadly. “I’m Kennedy. It’s nice to see you again… Alone.”

“Well, um, to be honest,” Benjy rubbed the back of his neck with one hand. “I’ve been trying to run into you alone for a while now.”

“Why’s that, Benj?”

“I just…. You seem really interesting,” Benjy said, swallowing. “And… cute?”

“Cuuuuuute?” Kennedy replied, grinning and fluttering her eyelashes.

Her heart raced wildly in her chest. She’d admired Benjy from afar but it sent a little thrill through her to know he was interested in her as well. Kennedy took the seat beside Benjy on the bench, sliding along so she was close to him. He didn’t move away, just smiled slightly.

“I think you’re pretty cute too,” Kennedy purred, stroking one hand along his bicep. “Maybe we could go out sometime?”

Kennedy knew traditionally the guy asked the girl out, but she’d never cared much for tradition. She thought it was best to get straight to the point, and when Benjy nodded emphatically she grinned, hopping back up.

“Great! What day?”

“Um, how about Tuesday?”

“Tuesday? Ooo, how about Wednesday,” Kennedy said, bouncing in place a little. “That’s Valentine’s day.”

“O-oh… S-sure,” Benjy said, smiling nervously. “C-can I get your phone number?”

***

Since that day, they’d been exchanging text messages back and forth. Sometimes just little snippets about their day, sometimes Kennedy telling Benjy about how desperate she was to use the toilet, asking if she should let go wherever she happened to be. He was always too flustered to say yes, but Kennedy would text him back a few moments later to say she’d done it, sometimes sending him a photo of the damage.

When the day of the date came, Kennedy had picked out a pair of light blue jeans and a v-neck purple shirt with a cute frill on the bottom, with a brown purse she hung over her shoulder. It had a picture of a puppy on, and Benjy couldn’t help but smile as she walked over to his car, waving and grinning.

Now inside, Kennedy was asking him about his job between mouthfuls of salad, swirling her form around in the leafy greens to pick more up at once.

“So you work at a pet store?” she asked, swallowing a mouthful. “That’s really cool!”

“Well, my uncle helped me get it, he’s a manager, so…” Benjy shrugged, biting into a potato skin. “What do, uh, you do for work? If you work, I mean…”

“Oh, I do,” Kennedy said, smiling. “I write computer programs, I work for a company in Pinella’s County. We’re in charge of registration and stuff for the school district.”

“Wow,” Benjy said, sounding impressed. “That sounds… complicated…”

Kennedy shrugged, chewing.

“I guess I have a knack for it,” she said.

Benjy seemed to be hesitating, his face turning a little red before he blurted out:

“S-so do you ever pee yourself at work?”

“Sometimes,” Kennedy replied, stabbing a piece of chicken. “It depends on how many people are around. I mean, I looove it, but not enough to get fired doing it…”

“Oh,” Benjy said.

“What I usually do at work is just pee through my undies,” Kennedy continued, at a voice level that made Benjy blush and look around, but also made his cock twitch slightly at how shameless she was. “Nobody notices, but they get that nice smell to them, and I get to feel naughty.”

They paused their conversation as the waiter came over, offering champagne. Both Kennedy and Benjy nodded and smiled, and Kennedy winked at him as the bubbling, golden liquid filled up her glass.

“Remind you of anything?” she whispered, leaning across the table.

Benjy smiled bashfully as he picked up his own glass, now that the waiter was walking away. The sweet, bubbly alcohol flowed easily down his throat, and Kennedy took a sip at the same time. They looked into one another’s eyes for a moment, Kennedy’s eyebrow raised in a smirk, Benjy’s inviting but shy. Finally, they put their glasses back down, and continued the conversation.

“So,” Kennedy said, grinning. “How long have you been into chicks peein’ themselves?”

Benjy practically choked on his food, forcing the mouthful down and looking up at Kennedy with panicky eyes.

“U-um,” he said, coughing. “Well, I mean, honestly, it’s… It’s kinda just you.”

“Oh?”

“I mean, I never thought about it before,” he explained. “I used to think I was completely vanilla. Seeing a cute girl… like you… doing it, made me realize it was kinda hot. Plus you’re so brave about it… I like that.”

“Hmmm…” Kennedy said, chewing thoughtfully. “So you don’t really know why you like it?”

“N-no,” Benjy replied, blushing. “I guess not. It’s just… attractive.”

He paused.

“Why do you like it?” he asked.

“Weelll,” Kennedy thought for a moment, her cheeks a little flushed. “I guess since I was a kid I’ve always kinda… liked it. I guess I didn’t know why then. It helps that, um, the muscles you use to push out pee, you know, they’re the same ones as when you orgasm…”

“Yeah…”

“But I think it’s mostly just because it’s naughty, ya know?”

“...Naughty?”

“Yeah,” Kennedy said, grinning, her face flushed with excitement just talking about it. “I mean, you’re supposed to go in the toilet. It makes me feel like a kid again, back when I used to do that stuff. It’s so exciting. I love the feeling, I love the smell of, of when you wet yourself and it dries… I love being a naughty little potty-pants…”

Kennedy was shivering slightly now, practically panting as she finished speaking. She crossed and uncrossed her legs under the table, tensing her muscles and relaxing them to send a happy jolt to her vulva.

Benjy looked flushed as well, Kennedy’s lewd talking obviously arousing him more than he expected.

“I, I guess that makes sense. It’s naughty to pee-”

“-where you’re not supposed to pee, right,” Kennedy finished for him, smiling. “Speaking of which… I kinda have to go a little right now…”

She raised her eyebrows suggestively a few times, and then winked, taking another sip of champagne. Benjy swallowed, surprised - but only a little - at what she was suggesting.

“You wouldn’t,” he hissed, leaning forwards, his voice more awed than accusatory. “Right here?”

“Pretend you dropped something under the table,” Kennedy ordered.

“But-”

“Do it!” she said, grinning like a fiend. “I’ll show you…”

Benjy knocked his fork onto the floor, and then climbed onto his hands and knees, ostensibly to retrieve it, looking up at Kennedy’s crossed, bouncing legs.

Kennedy breathed slowly through her nose, relaxing her muscles. She bit her lip, thinking about how naughty she was being right now, as she relaxed her bladder.

Kennedy felt hot pee dribble through her underwear, soaking into her jeans and onto the wooden chair she was sitting on. Urine began to trickle quickly down her legs, leaving wet trails along her tight pants, while some more of it dribbled off of the wood of the chair, dripping almost silently onto the ground.

Pushing, Kennedy squeezed out the last few drops, knowing Benjy was watching, intoxicated from the exhibitionistic thrill. Her bladder hadn’t been extremely full, so the damage wasn’t as bad as it could have been.

Benjy emerged a moment later, his face as red as a tomato and his eyes wide, but impressed.

“You’re crazy,” he said, laughing. “...That was so hot.”

“Th-thanks,” Kennedy said, her voice shaking, not from fear or shyness but because of how excited she was. “I love doing that in public.”

“Everybody will see when you stand up,” Benjy warned, and Kennedy’s only response was to moan, nodding, apparently more turned on by the thought of that.

Seeing the waiter approach, Kennedy quickly stage-whispered to Benjy: “If you want a repeat performance today, you had better buy me more drinks!” and then grinned once more as she sat back.

“Was everything okay?” the waiter asked, as he came over, collecting their dirty plates. “Any more drinks?”

“It was lovely,” Benjy said, his cheeks pink through his brown skin. “Could we have uh, two diet cokes, please?”

“Sure,” the waiter replied, smiling. “Your main courses should be out soon, as well.”

When the drinks arrived, Benjy took a few polite sips of ‘his’ drink while the meals were being served - then he slid the glass across the table to Kennedy, smiling. Kennedy was already happily sucking her own drink through a straw, and she gave a thumbs up instead of a verbal response.

“Keep ‘em comin’,” she eventually managed, giggling - planning on making this a very memorable Valentine’s Day indeed.

***

By the time dessert was finished, Kennedy’s bladder was absolutely full to bursting. She’d considered going to the toilet a few times, just because this seemed like a ridiculous amount to hold at once. But now she knew there was no chance of her making it to the bathroom without having an accident on the way there. As she felt right now, her bladder straining desperately, Kennedy was afraid if she even tried to stand up she’d wet herself.

“All done?” the waiter said, picking up their plates. “How was it?”

“G-good,” Kennedy said, her voice strained as she gripped the table with one hand. “Can we ha-have the bill please…”

Her legs were crossed together once more as surges of desperation hit her, biting her lip and trembling as she was doubled over the table.

“Ohhh,” she moaned, savoring the feelings of desperation. “I reaaallly need to go…”

Benjy quickly paid the bill when it arrived, looking with concern at Kennedy.

“Are you… okay?” he asked, once the waiter walked away.

“Mmmyeah,” Kennedy replied, panting slightly. “I just… nggh… if I get up, I’ll wet myself…”

Kennedy fought against a spasm, groaning as the pressure from her bladder put pressure elsewhere as well, her clit throbbing and trembling with need.

“Do… you want me to wait?” Benjy asked, somewhat embarrassed, very aroused. “Or-”

Gripping the table with one hand, Kennedy raised the other to silence Benjy, gritting her teeth as she tried to rise. Benjy followed suit, standing up so he could make a speedy exit if need be.

As it turned out, his instincts were right on the money. As Kennedy forced herself upwards, she gasped, and through the din of the restaurant, Benjy heard the tell-tale splatter of urine onto the seat, running down the chair as Kennedy shuddered and moaned, holding back as much as she could.

“Oh, god…” she groaned, reaching a hand between her legs to cup her mound, biting her lip, but delight dancing in her eyes as she clamped her thighs around her palm. “L-let’s go!”

She awkwardly shuffled out, stiff-legged, after Benjy, people all around her gasping as they noticed what had happened. More pee kept trickling down her legs, but there was nothing she could do to stop it, groaning as she finally made a dash for the door, leaving little trickles of urine on the floor, and the street as they both walked hurriedly out of sight of the windows.

“I can’t believe you did that,” Benjy said, in awe as he stared a Kennedy trembling and clutching her crotch. “Wow…”

“Nmmf… Y-yeah… it was hot, haha…” Kennedy said, rocking her palm back and forth between her legs. “I love doing that…”

“I can tell,” Benjy said, admiration swelling as well as something else.

Kennedy suddenly gripped his arm with her free hand, grinning madly up at him.

“T-take me to your car,” she urged, grinning. “C’mon.”

Benjy obeyed, occasionally glancing back at Kennedy as they walked the short distance to where his car was parked. Occasionally she’d stop in place, shaking all over as she tried to hold back the flood with muscle power alone. Sometimes she’d double over, groaning in pained pleasure, shooting Benjy a cheeky grin when she started walking again.

A few steps away from his car, Kennedy gasped and trembled as her bladder convulsed violently, forcing out a stream of hot golden urine past her fingers and onto the pavement. She moaned, rubbing her slit through her jeans as she flicked wet drops of piss into the air, to fall at her feet.

“D-do you… ngghh… Want me to pee outside… or inside?”

Benjy took a moment to consider it, thinking about the mess it would make inside, but oh, the removable seat covers would probably help, and wouldn’t it be amazingly hot? His libido in charge, Benjy grinned and opened the door for Kennedy, who threw herself into the seat, pee visibly spurting from between her already-soaked thighs, and into the car seat.

Doing up Kennedy’s seatbelt for her (because she didn’t seem to be in a state to do it), Benjy turned the key and began to drive off, keeping one eye on Kennedy in the passenger seat.

Kennedy’s lip was bitten and she moaned heavily, rolling her hips as the strained pleasure of her overfull bladder pushing against her g-spot became overwhelming. She panted as Benjy stood up, feeling sure she wouldn’t be able to hold back for long, pressure building and building, an occasional extra-hard spasm making her gasp and empty her bladder a little more.

The vibrations as the car drove along were just enough to tease, but not enough to provide any real stimulation, and Kennedy groaned and rocked her hips more urgently against the already-wet seat. It felt so, so good, and so, so naughty.

“Ohhh god, oh god,” Kennedy moaned, gasping at a hard jolt as Benjy went over a pothole. “Oh, god, I’m going to lose control, I’m going to wet myself.”

“N-now?” Benjy asked, half-excited, half-alarmed. “Can I-?”

He’d been reaching out cautiously, but Kennedy grabbed his wrist and jammed his thick hand between her thighs, cupping her mound through her jeans and forcing her legs apart slightly. With a moan, Kennedy finally gave in to the overwhelming pressure, soaking the seat and Benjy’s hand.

Hot urine flooded out from between her legs, splattering as it hit Benjy’s palm, soaking into the seat below. It came out so fast that much of it ran directly onto the floor, splattering and staining the carpet. Kennedy gave an almost orgasmic groan as she rocked herself against Benjy’s palm, shuddering with relief and release as her bladder emptied itself all over.

Benjy’s heart pounded frantically, unable to believe this was happening, like some kind of crazy fantasy he didn’t even know he had until a few months ago. Kennedy just get going and going, until, eventually, the whole car filled with the scent of musky girlpiss, she sighed, sagging with her legs parted, letting out a few last trickles, completely empty now.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned. “Oh wow, that was… I’m so horny now.”

“Y-yeah?” Benjy replied, laughing, as he withdrew his drenched hand from between her thighs, rubbing it on his jeans.

“Y-yeah… In fact, c-could you pull over? Somewhere private?” Kennedy asked, unzipping the fly on her soaked jeans with trembling hands. “I really need this…”

Benjy was shocked by her boldness, but did as she asked, pulling into a long, dark alleyway he didn’t expect to see anybody else using. By the time he’d driven down, Kennedy’s soaked jeans were shuffled down her knees, her hand between her soaked thighs and under her sodden panties, rubbing her slit frantically.

“Oh god, oh god,” Kennedy moaned, and Benjy could only watch, gripping the steering wheel tightly as he undid his own pants, his aching cock sliding out of the opening.

He gripped his shaft, making a tight fist around his throbbing hardness as he stroked up and down, twin sets of pants and moans filling the enclosed space of the car as they shared a fantasy, the smell of Kennedy’s urine lingering in the air as she bumped and ground her fingers eagerly against her clit.

With lightning quickness, Kennedy reached over and grasped Benjy’s cock in her hand, wrapping her fingers around his length. He groaned, bucking his hips, so distracted by the unexpected pleasure that he barely heard Kennedy’s desperate urging.

“T-touch me, too,” she begged, legs spread desperately wide, thighs shining with wetness.

Benjy didn’t need any further encouragement. As Kennedy stroked and fondled his shaft, making him arch his back, pushing up against her ministrations, Benjy’s hand slid between her thighs, shuddering in a mix of curiosity and arousal as he felt the wetness of her underwear, warm and clinging to her skin, peeling away as his fingers explored her slit.

Kennedy’s desperate grunts became a gasp of pleasure as Benjy’s fingers found her clit, stroking and fondling the already-excited nub, other fingers exploring between her needy folds. She panted, hips rocking up towards his fingers as they teased her slit, her own hand stroking quicker and quicker, lubricated by the copious precum dribbling down Benjy’s shaft.

“Ohhh, god, yessss,” Kennedy moaned. “Nnn, t-talk dirty to me, please…”

“Y-you’re a naughty girl, Kennedy,” Benjy said, uncertainly, and her cry of passion told him he was on the right track.

“S-such a dirty girl,” he added, between pants and groans of his own as his erection swelled in her fist. “Shamelessly wetting yourself in -nnn- in front of everybody in the restaurant.”

“Nmm, yes, yes!”

Benjy could tell from her arched back, her face so flushed, her hand’s jerky and frantic movements up and down his turgid penis, that she was close now. She seemed trapped in rapt ecstacy, grunting and grinding and huffing her way towards the top of the mountain, just needing a little shove to over the peak.

Kennedy whimpered, grinding against Benjy’s fingers, thinking about what a naughty girl she was, how she was a soaking wet potty-pants, how she’d emptied her bladder in front of all those customers…

“Y-you’re so naughty, such a dirty, horny girl, getting… nn… stroked and fondled until you c-cum in your wet panties!”

“AHH! OOHH… Ohhh… nnghh…”

Kennedy bucked and writhed as she came violently, grinding her soaking pussy against Benjy’s hand. Her own hand squeezed tightly around Benjy’s cock, and he groaned with unexpected suddenness as he felt his own orgasm seize him, hot white cum splattering against the dashboard as they both climaxed in unison.

“Ohhh… that was...nmmmm,” Kennedy groaned, panting, bonelessly lying with her legs spread on the soaked seat. “You were perrrfect.”

“Y-yeah?” Benjy asked, his cheeks flushed. “Th-thanks…”

He slid his hand out of her underwear, and she slowly removed her grip from his softening cock. Groggily aware of the mess he’d made, Benjy grabbed a dusty rag from the inside of his door, wiping the dashboard clean of his semen. He smirked a little as he did it.

“Wh-what’s so funny?” Kennedy asked, still breathless.

“Oh… Just thinking how funny it is I’m wiping this up… while I just had a girl piss all over my car seat.”

Kennedy giggled happily, and Benjy laughed along with her, both of them smiling as they enjoyed the afterglow.

***

Once they were back on the road again, Kennedy soon turned her mind to more piddly activities, her soaked jeans pulled hastily back on.

“If you wanna do more stuff,” she said, grinning. “Let’s stop at a drive thru and get a big drink. Then we can go back to my place, and… You know.”

“Really?” Benjy said, eyes wide. “You want to do… more?”

Kennedy nodded enthusiastically.

“I don’t do this that often anymore,” she explained. “Since I got a, an office job, and all. So when I do get a chance, I like to go all out with it. Spend the whole day playing that way…”

She paused, before adding:

“If you’re not interested, I can do it on my own, I had a great time today.”

“No, no, god no,” Benjy said, laughing. “I’m just… surprised. You’re so… enthusiastic, about everything.”

“That’s meeeee,” Kennedy crooned, flopping her head over onto Benjy’s side of the car. “And I’m especially enthusiastic about peeing my pants.”

“I, I think I’m learning to be enthusiastic about that, too,” Benjy said, shyly, and Kennedy’s face split into a huge grin as they pulled into the McNaldo’s drivethrough.

***

Now walking up to Kennedy’s house, both of them had bladders sloshing full of urine from the huge amount of sugary soda they’d both drunk. Kennedy rubbed Benjy’s belly playfully through his t-shirt, and he groaned, looking around nervously.

“S-somebody might see,” he said. “You’ll make me… ngh… let go…”

“So?” Kennedy shot back, grinning. “That’s what makes it exciting…”

Benjy bit his lip, his body fighting between two urges, his cock wanting to stiffen and thrust deep inside somewhere warm and wet, while also wanting to force out gallons of hot piss. His cock was at half-mast in his jeans, pushing the fabric out slightly, and he grunted as Kennedy groped the bulge indiscreetly as they came to her door step.

“Kennedy!” he hissed, but there was no real force behind it.

“Hmmm,” Kennedy said, as she put the key in the door. “I want something from you, before we go in…”

“W-what is it?” Benjy asked, whimpering and squeezing his thighs together. “Please, hurry, whatever it is…”

“Impatient!” Kennedy said, tutting and giggling. “I want you to wet for me. Right here.”

“W-what?!” Benjy asked, incredulous. “I can’t! Somebody might see…”

“No they won’t,” Kennedy said, with an easy smile. “We’re literally just outside. If anybody saw, they’d just think I was helping you into the house after an accident.”

“Besides,” she added. “I know you want to…”

Benjy groaned, biting his lip. This was so wrong, it went against years of potty-training, and yet…

“An ac-accident?” Benjy repeated.

“Mmm,” Kennedy said, smirking seductively. “You just can’t hold it, can you, benny boy?”

She leaned in close to whisper in his ear.

“I think you’re going to empty your bladder alllll over my front door step like a naughty… little… boy…”

Kennedy pressed hard on Benjy’s swollen bladder as she said the last word, and he groaned gently. He felt the liquid surge down, and briefly he panicked and clenched his muscles shut… before relaxing, opening the floodgates, red cheeks under his darker skin as he wet himself right there. He moaned, feeling pee flowing down his right leg, his cock twitching slightly as he found the embarrassment and ‘naughtiness’ of the experience arousing him.

Finally he finished, leaving a sizable puddle on the ground, and Kennedy crushed her lips hard against his as she squeezed his sodden crotch. When she pulled away, she was opening the door with her other hand, grinning as she dragged Benjy in behind her.

“What a dirty boy,” Kennedy cooed. “Wasn’t that fun? Being naughty like that…”

“Y-yeah,” Benjy replied, still in a daze, feeling the hot urine cooling slowly against his skin. “I didn’t expect to like it so much… but…”

Kennedy squeezed his crotch again, feeling his hardness through it and making him gasp softly.

“But you did,” she finished for him. “...Let’s go upstairs.”

Cookie happily rushed over to Kennedy as she opened her bedroom door, but she quickly tossed him a dental stick from the packet on top of the dresser, and closed the door on him, leaving him equally happy, eating outside.

Kennedy was trembling, both from excitement and from holding her full bladder again. Little dribbles of urine kept escaping into her already soaked underwear, her muscles strained to the limit by her earlier holding. Now she was alone with Benjy, she grabbed him again, craning her neck upwards to kiss Benjy passionately as she grabbed his fly, eagerly yanking his jeans down and feeling his throbbing cock pressed against her stomach.

He followed her lead, clumsily reaching for her fly as they kissed, moaning into each other’s mouths as they made out like teenagers on prom night. Benjy pulled away, grunting as he looked down, managing to undo the jeans and pull them down. Kennedy wriggled in a cute, cat-like motion as her yellow-stained white panties were revealed, still soaking wet and clinging to her mound.

“Lay down,” Kennedy urged, pushing Benjy over towards the bed. “I wanna ride you.”

Obediently, Benjy allowed himself to be pushed onto his back, his heart beating out of his chest from the sheer excitement of the situation. His cock throbbed beneath his white briefs, slightly sodden with urine already, and he noted that as Kennedy climbed onto the bed, it rustled. Plastic sheets.

Benjy had no more time to consider the practicalities of the situation, however, because suddenly Kennedy’s sodden crotch was grinding against his cock through the thin cotton of their underwear. Her wet panties left little damp spots along his cotton-covered shaft, straining against the material, and Benjy moaned as Kennedy pressed herself down a little harder, watching his expression as he closed his eyes, absorbed in the feeling.

“Do you want this naughty girl to potty herself right on you?” she asked, biting her lip as her hips slid back and forth, trembling as she felt the urge growing more intense. “I-I think I’m going to have an accident..”

Benjy grabbed her hips, and tried to grin sexily, managing to smile and blush as he spoke:

“Do it right here, naughty little pee pants,” he said, rocking his own hips so his shaft moved against her mound. “I wanna feel you soak us both.”

Kennedy nodded, grinning, face flush with excitement as she canted her hips forwards, relaxing slightly… and then she let go, peeing all over Benjy and the bed. Her soaked underwear was no barrier at all, pee soaking rapidly into Benjy’s underwear. His cock throbbed at the warm, wet feeling flowing over his shaft, more and more of it dribbling down and onto the sheets as Kennedy ground herself against his length, whimpering and gasping as little droplets of pee were dislodged and fell onto the blanket.

Shuddering as she finally finished emptying her bladder like the dirty girl she was, Kennedy waited just a moment, enjoying the feeling of wet, warm fabric against her mound, a hard, heavy, hot penis pressing against it, the scent of urine in the air, the sheer naughtiness of the moment…

Then she grabbed one side of her panties, and slid them aside as she slid open the flaps on Benjy’s briefs, guiding his cock to her slick, needy entrance. She looked up to see his face, and at his enthusiastic nodding, Kennedy slammed herself eagerly down onto Benjy’s throbbing cock.

They both moaned in unison as they felt Benjy’s cock immediately sliding all the way in, filling Kennedy completely with swollen hardness. Kennedy didn’t hesitate, lifting herself up and then ramming herself back down, moaning and gritting her teeth with pleasure as she repeated the process over and over again.

It felt so good to have him filling her, his swollen erection slipping in and out with noisy squelches as she fucked him into the bed. Benjy found all he could do was gasp and groan low in the back of his throat as she road him, occasionally unable to stop himself from bucking upwards into the tight wetness of her pussy.

Kennedy moaned, loudly, throwing her head back, her hair wild as she bounced up and down on Benjy’s length, faster now, her already-tight pussy squeezing and clenching around the hard cock. She panted, grinding herself more and more against Benjy’s crotch as she thrust herself downwards, his thick shaft hitting her g-spot on every stroke in.

Her clit tingled, her breath caught in her throat, and Kennedy closed her eyes, focusing on the wonderful feeling of that cock sliding in and out over and over as she could feel the wetness on her skin, smell it in the air. Knowing she was a naughty girl, a dirty girl, riding Benjy’s cock, so excited in such a filthy way because she’d wet herself like a desperate toddler-

“Nmmm!”

Kennedy’s orgasm was more subdued this time, at least externally, as she bit her lip and forced herself down hard, grunting and huffing as she ground her clit against Benjy’s pelvic bone, cumming furiously.

Her pussy was clenching and spasming hard around Benjy’s cock, and even though she wasn’t moving, she massaged his cock as she came, feeling him swelling up fit to burst inside her… And then he did, grunting and gripping her hips hard as he fucked upwards, spewing cum into her tight, wet pussy, pounding her as she moaned in pleasure, riding out her own orgasm as Benjy emptied his load into her.

They both shared that moment of climax, soaking wet with each other’s fluids and gasping in sheer bliss, until, slowly, the waves of pleasure began to ebb away, each of them panting heavily, completely worn out.

Kennedy rolled off of Benjy, groaning softly as his sticky shaft slid out of her. She lay on her side, putting one leg around him, and grinning as she panted.

“S-so,” she said, grinning. “Best Valentine’s Day ever, or what?”

End.

Other Omorashi Books by Amelia Hobbes:

●   Kennedy Kix SOAKS it all… (BUNDLE):
a bundle collection of 4 HOT omorashi stories featuring Kennedy Kix, including a special Christmas Omorashi story.

●   Soaking Wet Lesbians at the Movies:
An erotic short story about two girlfriends discovering a shared passion for domination and submission and seeing one of them soaking wet and blushing furiously.

●   Kennedy Kix SOAKS her Shorts:
The best-selling first book in the ‘Kennedy Kix SOAKS…’ series, packed with filthy details of Kennedy’s pottying ways.
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